THE HOUSE OF BERNARDA ALBA
AMELIA [sitting down]: Ay!
PON CIA: There's no happiness like that in the fields right at this
time of year. Yesterday morning the reapers arrived. Forty or
fifty handsome young men.
MAGDALENA: Where are they from this year?
PONCIA: From far, far away. They came from the mountains!
Happy! Like weathered trees! Shouting and throwing stones!
Last night a woman who dresses in sequins and dances, with an
accordion, arrived, and fifteen of them made a deal with her to
take her to the olive grove. I saw them from far away. The one
who talked with her was a boy with green eyes - tight knit as a
sheaf of wheat.
AMELIA: Really?
ADELA: Are you sure?
PONCIA: Years ago another one of those women came here, and I
myself gave my eldest son some money so he could go. Men need
things like that.
ADBLA: Everything's forgiven them.
AMELIA: To be born a woman's the worst possible punishment
MAGDALENA: Even our eyes aren't our own.
[A distant song is heard, coming nearer.]
PONCIA: There they are. They have a beautiful song.
AMELIA: They're going out to reap now.
CHORUS:
The reapers have set out
Looking for ripe wheat;
They'll carry off the hearts
Of any girls they meet,
[Tambourines and carranacas are heard. Pause. They all listen in the
silence cut by the sun.]
AMELIA: And they don't mind the sun!
MARTIRIO: They reap through flames.
ADELA: How Td like to be a reaper so I could come and go as I
pleased. Then we could forget what's eating us all.
MARTIRIO: What do you have to forget?
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